

Despite the incredible lateness 
of this issue, 1 am steadfastly 
sticking to my original submission 
deadline dates. The deadline for 
*15 was February 1 5 1 the deadline for 
•»16 is May 15. 1 will be trying to 

get *15 out next month, in order to 
get back on schedule, but I want it 
clear that the only possible person 
to hold up publication is me, and all 
lateness is my fault. 

Like this time. 

For newer readers, perhaps a little background might aid your 
enjoyment of this issue's Horan epic. Horan seeks vengeance against 
Nolfur for the sorcerous murder of his father, Lembol, and the death of 
his friend Morder, whom. Nolfur tricked Horan into killing. Shalima also 
seeks revenge for a murdered father. The two met in the deserted town 
of Tahador., whose entire population was enslaved and kept helpless by 
Nolfur in his castle, in an attempt to increase his unholy powers. The 
previous Horan stories have appeared in issues 4 3, 4 5, and 47, the whole 
set of which is available from me for SI. 00, if you're interested. 

Special note should be given to Mark Gelotte, who did a fantastic 
job of illustrating the story. Applause. 

New contributors 1 Alan Kuccerberg is a pro artist, whose work you 
may have seen in a couple of comic books, Unfortunately, 1 can't think 
of which ones they are, off-hand. He did this cover for us at the 1971 
Comicon here in New York, which is why it looks hurried, but it's still 
a fine job. Shervl Birkhead . who drew most of the logos for this issue, 
is also involved in Ken Seher 's New Fanzine Appreciation Society, a noble 
effort to see that fanzines get Iocs and contribs. Her address and Ken's 
are in the letter column. 

ad Romero is seen too seldom in these pages, but it's always worth 
waiting for. Ed publishs Realm , and as usual I've lost the details of 
price, etc., but you can write to Ed at 2000 N. Grant Avenue, Springfield, 

Yo , 65P93. I have a beautiful full page thing of his I'll try to get 



Also in next issue will be "Twilight Games" by Daniel Dickerson, 
illustrated by Dany Frolich, and "Why Ye?" by William McOauley, inked 
by Alex Saviuk. Plus a few other surprises, and the usual stuff, 

Robert Weinberg, noted for his Morgan Smith adventures, starts his 
column Searching for the Fantastic in this issue, and I think you'll 
agree it's a fine addition to our regular features. 


As I mentioned 
in the likely event 
see you all there. 
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Burgundy held the dark-stained goatskin to his lips and emptied its 
red wine contents into his mouth. By the light of the single candle, 

Carlyn and Arachne tallied up the night's profits. There were several 
separate piles on the bare wooden table — one for silver, one for semi- 
precious jewels, yet another for precious stones, and so on. The 
flickering flame played across the smooth faces of the youths, mysteriously 
aging and rejuvenating them. Burgundy sat in the corner, away from the 
candle's tricks, his scarred and worn visage betraying more age than he 
cared to admit. 

At last both lads finished their work, and Carlyn held the list 
out for the master's inspection. Burgundy took it, placing the goatskin 
on the floor beside his chair. Squinting in the dim light, he ran his 
finger along the scrap of paper, stopping briefly at each item, but 
remaining silent until he reached the end. 

"Not bad,” he judged at last. "Not bad for amateurs." 

"Not bad?" protested Arachne. "I nearly got my throat flit for 
the Vice-Corporal's lady*3 rubiesl" 

"Exactly why you are still an amateur," replied Burgundy. "Such 
clumsiness is inexcuseable, even in beginners. It's all very well to 
be dramatic, snatching fine gems from the very necks of Kalimar's women, 
but it's hardly practical. Especially the women of high officials, who 
tend both to remember faces and bear grudges for an inhumanly long amount 
of time. A fine lot of good your drama will do you on Kalimar's gallows." 

“I thought to impress you," pouted Arachne. 

■I'm impressed, all right, that you managed to escape with a whole 
skin. As it’ is, you won't be able to show your face in the streets of 
Kalimar for at least. ..." 

Burgundy was cut off by the pale light suddenly cast on his 
reclining form from the open doorway. Two hooded figures stood silhouetted 
there. 


"The Kalimar guard!" exclaimed Carlyn, drawing his sword. "They 
must have followed Arachne here!" 


One of the hooded figures spoke. ”1 see you have two new 
apprentices, Burgundy. Are they making the same mistakes I did?" 

As one, the two apprentices turned at Burgundy's loud guffawing. 

“Put away your weapons, lads," the master thief ordered, "This is no 
guardsman, but my star pupil. I'd recognize your voice anywhere, Horan!" 


Horan! Carlyn gazed in awe at the man. who jus 
stolen the fabled star jewels of Kalimar from their 
chamber in the heart of the palace itself. Even ths 


few years ago, had 
irtedly theft-proof 
iter thief, Burgundy, 
>, felt admiration 
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Two hooded figures 
stood silhouetted there. 


well up within him, hand in hand with jealous envy. He kept it hidden 
beneath a sullen scowl. No need for him to feed this outlaw's ego! 

But Horan was not seeking accolades. He strode silently into the 
small room, removing his hood to expose his drawn features. His blank 
expression became almost sinister in the unflattering candlelight. Behind 
him, a slimmer hooded figure revealed her own fine, delicate features, 
hardly done justice in the dimness. The long black hair, tightly bunched 
under the garment, flowed exquisitely down her back. She might have been 
more beautiful had she smiled, but she was as expressionless as Horan. 

"I see you still open locked doors as silently as ever, “ smiled 
Burgundy, offering his goatskin. Horan declined with a slight movement of 
his head, while the girl, Shalima, remained impassive. She did not seem 
to notice the master thief's gesture. The goatskin returned to the floor, 

"Hmmm. How's your father, Horan?” 

"Dead,” came the reply, cpld and hard. "Slain by his blood-enemy, 
the foul wizard Nolfur!" 

“Oh," Burgundy averted his eyes. “I'm sorry to hear that. Lembol 
was a great friend of mine. Many's the time I'd have been captured and 
tortured by Kalimar guard, if not for his magical aid. Even when you, 
his only son, turned to me to learn the art of stealing, instead of 
becoming the student of sorcery he'd always wanted you. ..." 

"Will you help me avenge his death?" 

The room was silent in the flickering candlelight. Carlyn stood 
at the door, almost forgetting to lock it in the presence of Burgundy's 
favorite apprentice. The master thief took a long deep look into Horan's 
eyes, and his experience read the turmoil and hatred that burned behind 


"You've aged, Horan, since I last saw you. Of course. I'll help. 

How?" 

Horan pulled up the chair vacated by Carlyn. Shalima looked about 
the room until Arachne, realizing what she sought, offered his chair. 

She accepted, ar.d though her expression remained fixed, her eyes smiled 
briefly. As both apprentices set themselves on cushions on the floor, 
near the master thief, Horan spoke. 

"Shalima and I were returning to Kalimar — or rather, to my father's 
hidden cave outside Kalimar — hoping nobody had uncovered it since my 
absence. Nolfur had eluded us, and I'd hoped I could find some clue to 
his new location in my father's notes. It seemed like our only chance. 

"The day was hot and dusty, so both we and our horses were quite 
dry. As we entered a heavily wooded area of the road, I chanced to see 
a small cottage I had to peer through narrow gaps between the trees, and 
then it was only through luck or accident that I spied it at all. Shalima 
•and I urged our mounts up a winding, almost invisible sideroad, which I 
somehow knew led to the cottage. 

"It stood in the middle of a small clearing) I suspect, had it not 
been for the cottage, there probably would not have been a clearing. A 
figure appeared in the doorway, a man dressed in a flowing robe. Long 
light brown hair almost touched his shoulders, and a dark red beard 
protruded from his chin. He appeared to be expecting us, and under his 
right arm he held a water-skin. Without a word, he offered it to Shalima. 
She drank eagerly. I followed her example, then returned the skin to our 
host. Still silent, he indicated troughs along the side of the cottage 
where we could water our horses. 

"'Now, Horan,' our benefactor said, while our animals drank, '1 
believe we should talk.' 


"I admit I was startled that he knew my name, and my response was 
less than gracious. 'And who are you that we should talk?' 


4 


Nodrog. ' 



Nodrog the necromancer! 
the final authority 


"Nodrog the necromancer! I had seen his name often in my father's 
books. Indeed, he wrote several of them! And from my father's notes I 
gathered he was the final authority on sorcerous matters. If anyone could 
aid my battle with Nolfur, it was him. 

"He seemed to sense my thoughts. 'Only indirectly am I interested in 
your mission,' he said. 'I have enough to do without being bothered by 
men’s petty ambitions and selfish actions. But I do have a use for your 
craving for vengeance. 

"' Nolfur 's enslavement of an entire town is abominable, a violation 
of the responsibilities of sorcery. He is overreaching his boundaries, to 
the point where I will have to fight him to protect myself. I would rather 
not be bothered with unnecessary battles, and as long as you're so hell- 
bent on destroying him, I may as well let you take care of it for me. 

"'But you'll never do it if you keep going at it the way you are!' 

“Nodrog stroked his beard as he paused. His magnetism is incredible. 

I was intensely aware of every word he said, and although the words often 
stung, never once did I ever think about denying what he said. I was head- 
strong, he told me, selfish, stubborn, impulsive, and I had to agree he was 


"But although he looked with scorn on those attributes of mine, he 
readily admitted that it was because of them I would eventually destroy 
the wizard Nolfur. " 

Horan swallowed and ran his tongue along his lips. "I'll have that 
wine now," he said, and took the goatskin from Burgundy's outstretched 
hand. When he had quenched his thirst, he continued. 

"Nodrog told me of runes — the most powerful form of magic, because it 
is the only perfect form of magic. Runes can be used in any manner that 
can be conceived of by man or wizard, and Nodrog insisted my only chance 
of defeating Nolfur was to cancel his magic with a rune. He gave me a 
list of the dozen or so runes he knows to still be in existance. Most 
of them are in inaccessible areas — mountain peaks, ocean bottoms, and 
so forth. But there is one not half a day's journey from Kalimar. 

"It is the dwarf king's most jealously guarded possession. ” 

"And you would like me to help you steal it, eh, Horan?” asked 
Burgundy. 

"I need you to steal it for me," Horan replied. 

Arachne made a disgusted sound. "If you're such a great thief, why 
can't you steal the damned thing yourself?" 

Horan ignored the sarcasm, because he was uninterested in the 
apprentice. He directed his answer, instead, to Burgundy. "I have tried, 
but I cannot even enter the dwarf king's kingdom, let alone the palace 
containing the rune. The king originally came into possession of two runes. 
With the first, he established his kingdom, protected it during the chaos 
after the Wars of the Old Gods, and created a barrier designed to keep 
anything remotely magical out, except by the king's permission. It is 
the only way he could protect the second rune from the wizards and sorcerers 
who would destroy his entire kingdom to obtain it. Although few of them 
even recall such things as runes, much less who has them." 

Burgundy took a deep breath. "Now that is what I call a powerful 
piece of magic," he said. 

"As the son of a wizard, I obviously have an excellent potential for 
wizardry. Whereas you. Burgundy, have no more than the average man, and 
may enter the dwarf king's kingdom easily. ” 

"Horan, " the, master thief said, "you will have your rune before 
another day passes." 

"Burgundy," Horan said as he stood up to shake the master thief's 
hand, "I can't express my gratitude. I dare not enter Kalimar again.” 
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"I understand. I shall bring the rune to Lembol's cavern. It is 
Btill intact?" 


"It is." 

Silently, the bargain sealed, Horan and Shalima pulled their hoods up 
over their heads and strode out of the room. 

“A man would sell his soul for a kind look from such a beauty," 
whispered Carlyn. 

"She's worth a man's soul, all right, but it would take more than a 
kind look to satisfy me.” Arachne rolled his eyes lecherouBly. 

"Both of you, to sleep," Burgundy commanded sternly. "Tonight, 

Arachne, I'll show you what it means to be a real thief!" 

"Like Horan?" muttered Arachne. “He ain't so much.” 

It was mid-morning by the time Horan and Shalima reached the market- 
place, just before the city gates. In broad daylight, they could not scale 
the city walls as they had done the night before. In any case, no one 
would question their leaving the city. 

It was the current fashion in Kalimar for the nobles to wear hooded 
garments when walking among the common people, so Horan and Shalima attracted 
little attention. Indeed, just the opposite, for the commoners tended to 
shy away from the nobles and go about their own business, unless directly 
spoken to. At least, the less foolhardy of them did. 

"Niki," cried a man's voice, and a rough hand snatched Shalima's 
hood from her head. "You owe me for last night...." 

"Take your filthy hands off her, lest you lose them," rasped Horan, 
fingering the hilt of his sword beneath his cloak. 

Flustered, the would-be settler of debts saw Shalima's face clearly 
for the first time and realized he'd made an error. A fatal error. "My 
most humble apologies, sir. My lady, I thought you were someone I knew... 
but I should have realized that you wouldn't. ..I mean. ..you are not the 
woman I met last night. “ 

Nervously, he peered into the darkness of Horan's hood, to see how, 
if at all, his apology had been accepted. Then, suddenly, he reached for 
his sword and pulled the hood off. 

"The thief! The thief of our star jewels! Guards! Guar—" 

Horan strangled the man's screams with a thrust of his blade, which 
he had drawn beneath his cloak, but it was too late. Already, others who 
recognized him were closing in, and cries filled the air to swell their 
ranks. At the end of the marketplace were the city gates, and beyond 
their horses and safety. Horan grasped Shalima by the arm and ran for 
them. The girl hesitated, briefly numbed by the swiftness of events 

around her, the bleeding corpse at her feet, the angry voices and in 

that moment their avenue of escape was cut off by the approach of the 
Kalimar guard. They were forced back against the outer wall. Horan still 
tightly gripped the hilt of his drawn but outnumbered blade, while his mind 
raced desperately, trying to think of a way out. 

Faster and faster his panicky thoughts flew, irrelevant thoughts, half- 
remembered, hastily-memorized spells and incantations from his father's 
books. His lips moved silently, forming strange and eldritch vowels. The 

crowd faded from him as his mind encompassed his entire body. And Shalima's, 

too. They saw grey and white swirls.... 


And they stood outside the walls of Kalimar. 


Generally, the angry crowd agreed that Horan had probably used a 
cloak of Invisibility to escape their vengeance. A few of the more 
imaginative claimed they had been brushed by something the eye could not 
see. At least three old maids claimed they had been abused most horribly 
by unseen hands and things. But those idle onlookers, those few who from 
an adequate vantage point could see, unprejudiced, what had really occured, 
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felt the wall for hidden panels and openings. They found none, 
fugitives had passed through six feet of solid mortar. 

Outside, Horan stood almost shaking in the excitement of what they 
had done. "That wasn't you, was it?" he asked Shalima. But he already 


The girl shook her head. "All I ever learned was a few simple 
illusions. Nothing like thisl Why haven’t you tried your powers against 
Nolfur?” 

"I don't know. I didn't know I could. In blind panic, I somehow 
summoned the will to back the spells I've learned. 1 was grief-stricken, 
angered, discouraged in my encounters with Nolfur. I never had to use 
sorcery. It never felt right." 

"Of course,” replied Shalima. "Above everything else, you need the 
confidence to perform sorcery!” Ab they spoke, they untied their horses. 

"By the seven kingdoms!" exclaimed Horan. "It took self-preservation 
to bring out my power, but now I can master it, in time. If only my father 
could see me." 

At the thought of his father, Horan's visage darkened. Then, laughing, 
he climbed onto Soulkiller's back. "Once I've gotten that rune, Nolfur 
hasn't a chance. I must admit, I had little faith in my ability to apply 
the rune, but now. ...I haven't felt this good in years." 

Shalima smiled, sharing Horan's triumph. Together, headstrong 
with success, they rode to Lembol's cave. 


"Open up in there, damn you!" The solitary figure pounded on the 
heavy oak door of the palace. Suddenly it opened, and before him stood 
a bearded dwarf in guardsman's uniform. 

"What is it?" spat the dwarf through a gap in his teeth. “And it had 
better be important, or by the seven kingdoms I'll...." 

"I bring gifts for your king, from my master Horan, who seeks his 
aid in avenging the sorcerous murder of his father. " 

"He does, does he?" The guard scratched his chin and belly at the 
same time, and drawing himself up to his full four feet of height, asked, 
"What kind of gifts?" 

"Two chests of jewels. See for yourself. " Carlyn unsnapped the 
lock on one of the chests, revealing a fortune in diamonds, rubies, and 
emeralds in the pale light of a waning moon. 

“Well, I'll let you in on a little secret," the guard said, with a 
greedy glint in his eyes. "The king is away tonight, attending a revelry. 
However. ..we will accept your gift." A silent signal, and several more 
dwarves, in slightly less ornate versions of the first guard's uniform, 
rushed out and lifted the heavy chests. 

Carlyn protested, but the dwarves ignored him. Out of frustration, 
he grasped one by the shoulder. The dwarf turned angrily and, with a 
strength belied by his size, pushed Carlyn to the ground. Recovering 
quickly, the lad reached forth with both hands and grabbed two of the 
guards by their thick necks. Simultaneously, he received two tightly 
knotted fists in the pit of his stomach and fell to the ground, bent double 
in pain. Laughing, the dwarves carried the chests inside the palace and 
slammed shut the heavy door. "Be grateful we don't toss you into the 
dungeon for attempted bribery," mocked the captain of the guard. 

Defeated, Carlyn ignobly crawled back from the palace to the dark 
street where his horse waited. Slowly, painfully, he rode off, leaving 
behind two other horses and the stolen cart he had used to transport the 
chests. Despite the pain, a slow grin spread across his face. 

“All right, back to your posts," shouted the captain of the guard, 
after the chests had been placed near the locked entrance to the dwarf king 
treasure room. One by one, the other dwarves Blipped away, grudgingly. 



They saw grey 
and white swirls. , . 


"I'm sure our king will be generous with us for our actions tonight." 


As the footfalls of the last guardsman echoed faintly to vanishing, 
the captain turned to the captured treasures. He walked around each chest 
several times, studying the corners, admiring the workmanship, and itching 
to get into them. 

After all, the king could hardly know how many jewels they contained. 

He wouldn't miss, say, two or three. Or four. Besides, as captain of his 
majesty's guard, he deserved some kind of immediate reward for his brilliant 
coup tonight. He unlatched the first chest and peered down at the 
sparkling beauty. 

From beneath the jewels a swordpoint forced its way through glass 
diamonds, imitation rubies, bits of emerald wine flasks, and the heart 
of a dwarf of somewhat limited intelligence. The illustrious captain 
of the dwarf king's guard gave one brief, choking gasp, and slumped over 
the false riches, spilling many to the floor. 

“Damnl" came a voice from beneath the jewels. "I wish they wouldn't 
fall on top of me!” Strong arms dug their way out, pushing the dwarf's 
corpse to the side until it fell to the floor. Using the sides of the chest 
for leverage. Burgundy drew his whole body out of the chest, spilling glass 
jewels along the stone floor in all directions. The master thief stretched 
to relieve his contorted muscles, then opened the second chest. 

“Let's go, Arachne. We've work to do.” No answer. Had he misjudged 
the amount of air his apprentice would need? It seemed impossible, but... 
Frantically, he dug into the jewels. 

“Arachne I ” 


"I'm here," came the apprentice's voice, slightly wavering, as 
Burgundy uncovered his head. 


"Didn't you hear me call you?" 


"Yes. " 

"Well, then, why in the name of the seven kingdoms didn't you get up?" 

Arachne smiled weakly, almost sheepishly, and pointed' to his bent 
legs. “Cramps." 

After a few minutes of kneading muscle, Arachne was almost able to 
walk normally. He hobbled after Burgundy as the master thief started down 
the long hallway leading from the treasure room. 


"Now, stay with me and pay close attention to my words,” Burgundy 
warned his apprentice. “Thieving from sorcerers is particularly dangerous. 
Nothing must be taken for granted. Every slab of stone in the floor could 
be a disguised pit of stakes — every column a fanged demon, lying in wait. 
Our dwarf king would be a pathetic leader indeed if he seriously depended 
on those oafs he calls a palace guard for his defenses. " 

"Who is it?" came a dwarfish voice from around the corner of the 
darkened corridor. 


"On your knees," whispered Burgundy, "but stay in the middle of the 
corridor." The master thief pressed his body tightly against a wall, as 
the dwarf turned the corner. He held only a candle for light, and squinted 
into the darkness. He could barely make out the silhouette of Araehne’s 
shortened form. 


“Is that you, Miko?" the guard asked, coming closer, "I was afraid 
you might not come back to finish our game. That's three weeks pay you 
owe me, now. Say, you're not Miko. You're not even a dw — ” 

Burgundy's blade pierced the guard's heart from the back. He wiped 
the blood on the dead dwarf's uniform with a look of distaste. "This is 
the worst part of thievery. I prefer to run my sword through a man while 
he's facing me, at least. I suppose I'm just an incurable romantic." 

Suddenly, remembering he was 3till on his knees, Arachne stood upright, 
studying the half-sad expression on Burgundy's face. 
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Burgundy drew himself 
out of the chest. 


“Oh, well," sighed the master thief, “he was only a dwarf, anyway." 

Through more darkened corridors they threaded their way, but the only 
other guard they encountered lay tucked away in a doorway, fast asleep, with 
a bottle of his majesty's best obtained from an easily bribed member of 
the kitchen staff. Araehne snorted. 

“Don't get too confident,” cautioned Burgundy. “The less effective 
the obvious defense measures are, the more devious the dwarf king's 
wizardly defenses are bound to be." 

The pair soon found themselves before the door of the king's chambers, 
and Araehne received a little more practice in the art of unlocking locked 

The king* 8 private chambers were immense, as one might expect, 
dominated by a long canopied bed, large enough to sleep two (three, if 
they were dwarves) end to end. The silken covers trailed to the floor 
all about it. The rest of the chamber was lined with low furniture, 
cluttered with gaudy statuettes, cheap paintings, and lurid books. The 
dwarf king obviously had a collecting instinct. He also had terrible 
taste. The entrance to the secret chamber in which the rune was carefully 
hidden, according to Horan, was most certainly in here. Burgundy began 
feeling along the wall in one direction, his apprentice in the other. 

After a good hour and a half, the two sat on the king's bed, rubbing 
their knees, which were sore from bumping into furniture which really 
should have been up higher, where it belonged. Burgundy fingered a ghastly 
purple and green piaster head until he couldn't stand to look at it any 

“Araehne, my boy," he said, "there are secret rooms and there are secret 
rooms, but I hope to be hung for my trade if you can get to one .from here. 
Let's try one of the other chambers — old Nodrog may have been mistaken. ” 

Cautiously, they slipped into the hallway. The dwarf king's chamber 
was the last in the hall. To the right of the door hung a heavy tapestry, 
and beyond that, the door to another chamber. Footsteps echoed in the 
distance, but they had already carefully relocked the king's chamber. Both 
took refuge behind the heavy tapestry. There they stood, hugging the walls, 
their hands as close to their sword hilts as they dared move them. Nervously, 
Araehne 's other hand played over the rough stone wall at their backs, while 
the two dwarf guards approached. 

rit will go ill with us if the king returns to find Rilo dead, and 
his murderer escaped," said one in a low voice. 

"Where is the captain at a time like this?" replied his companion. 

"That's what I'd like to know!" 


The brick Araehne had been fingering suddenly gave way. He voiced 
an involuntary gasp. The guardsmen turned at the sound. Silently, they 
strode to the tapestry. While one stood poised with his sword before it, 
the other quickly pulled back the decoration, to reveal.... 

Nothing. 

Burgundy and Araehne were in the secret room. Adjoining the king's 
chamber, Nodrog had said. There had been no mention of an entrance from 
the king's chamber. That was mere conjecture. "See?" explained Burgundy. 
"Just as I told you. Never take anything for granted. " 

There was a short, winding staircase leading upward to the main floor 
of the hidden chamber. In the center of the room, which was bare of all 
other furniture, stood a small glass case. Through the glass, the two 
thieves saw a scroll-like piece of paper. "May we assume, at least, that 
that is the rune?” 

"I think we can, with relative safety,” replied Burgundy, "Now, walk 
carefully behind...." The master thief grasped Arachne's jerkin in time 
to keep himself from plunging through the floor. Fortunately, the apprentice 
was able to keep his balance. 

"Methinks we’ve found our magical defenses!" 
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The floor, though it looked complete, was not. The illusion of a 
solid floor hid a pit with maze-like ledges on which one could walk to 
the glass case — if one knew which to follow, or even where they were. 
Burgundy and Arachne had wasted too much time as it wasi they did not know 
how long the dwarf king's revelry would last, but it certainly wouldn*t 
linger past dawn, and it was after midnight now. Burgundy looked around 
the chamber, noticing for the fir3t time how incredibly high the ceiling 
was A tall window began about twenty-five feet up, and stretched for 
another fifteen. A long round slat, like a tall tree with its bark peeled 
off, was suspended across the chamber, at a height of thirty feet. 

"Haven't the slightest idea what that's for," he remarked to his 
apprentice, "but I know what I'm going to do with it. Slip outside and 
get me that long cord that was hanging from the tapestry. It should do. " 

When Arachne returned. Burgundy tied a knot on each end of the cord 
and rolled it up, oarefully measuring its length with an expert eye. He 
then handed one end to his apprentice. "A good 75 feet, which should just 
about make it. Now, whatever you do, don't let go of this rope. The knot's 
to help your grasp. " 

Burgundy flung the other end through the air, unraveling the cord. It 
fell short and he tried again. On the third try he looped it over the slat, 
and the weight of the other knot brought more cord with it, until it went 
taut in Arachne 's hand. Unbuckling his sword, he leaped for the dangling 
knot, grasping it tightly as he swung back and forth, shifting his weight 

Arachne's leg muscles ached from the effort to stand still, and his 
arms were beginning to stiffen. Burgundy suddenly shifted his weight hard, 
almost wrenching his assistant from his precarious position, and smashed 
his foot through the glass case. On the next swing he snatched up the rune 
and stuffed it into his belt. He felt a shudder, as if a shadow had passed 
over him, but he shrugged it off and swung back over the pit to Arachne's 
side. Then he felt it again. His thieving instincts told him something 
was wrong. His manner became grimmer than it had ever been, as far as his 
assistant could remember. 

"Get out of here. Past." 

The fastest way out was along the outside of the castle, so they went 
through the king's chambers again. Out the windows they Climbed, and raced 
along the palace ramparts, breathing heavily. Both caught their breath 
at a strange screeching sound, and they stood still on the catwalk, peering 
into the darkness. The moon was waning and low in the sky. The screeching 
echoed, hideously inhuman. 

"By all that's holy, what was that sound?" asked Arachne. 

"Another protection, I'm afraid. Get down in the shadows and don't 
move a muscle." The two thieves huddled in darkness while, overhead, a 
great winged thing hunted, Its speed was incredible, a streak of black 
momentarily blotting out the stars, then disappearing. With each swoop it 
came nearer the two. Sweat beaded on hands clutching sword hilts. But, 
although the creature seemed to come closer, it made no attempt to grab 
them. It had not seen them where they crouched, and was trying to frighten 
them out into the open. 

Arachne wiped his mouth. "I don't think I can take any more of this." 

"Don't let your nerves betray you," warned the master thief. 

Another swoop, the creature's claws almost raking the stone behind 

"I can't stand this any longer," repeated Arachne. 

"Suiet. Be still. It doesn't see us." 

A few yards away from the shadow in which they crouched lay another, 
the shadow of a rampart from which they could safely leap to the ground 
and escape. A few yardsl The thought of escape so near buried itself deep 
in Arachne's mind, eating away at his frayed nerves, until he finally 
screamed, "I can't stand itl" 
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He smashed his foot 
through the glass case . 


dashed out of the shadow 




A glint of black against the sky, the death-cry of a fear-otruck man, 
and both creature and apprentice were gone, auickly. Burgundy ran to the 
rampart and leaped, before the creature could return. Cautiously, he made 
his way to the horses, his eyes scanning the skies frantically. Nothing 
followed him. 

Leading Arachne's horse, he rode toward Kalimar and Horan’s meeting 
place. As fast as he urged the two beasts, it was not fast enough to 


The early rays of dawn were just touching the highest points of the 
dwarf king's palace when his royal majesty returned from his revelry. His 
gay, drunken mood, so long in preparation at the festivities, dissipated in 
seconds as he stood over the corpse of the captain of his guard, his life's 
blood drying on the useless baubles surrounding his still form. Without 
a word, he rushed to his rune-room, the room his own guards had not suspected 
to exist, and confirmed his greatest fears — the case was shattered! 

A dull thud in the corner of the room attracted his attention. The 
winged demon, sitting on its perch, greedily chomping on Arachne's bones, 
had dropped another one onto the small pile forming in the corner. After, 
of course, denuding it of all meat. 

"Where is my rune, you useless spawn of Hell?" cried the dwarf king 
angrily. Startled by his tone, the demon dropped what was left of the 
apprentice's carcass. 

"Are you so interested in your stomach you cannot protect my possessions? 
Go forage in the filthy streets of neighboring Kalimar, then! I banish you 
from my kingdom! NOW!" With a blinding flash, the demon vanished. The 
dwarf king kicked at the mutilated body. 

"Go find a slimy cave to pick your bones in, you miserable creature," 
he muttered bitterly. There had obviously been two thieves in his palace 
this night, or the demon would have replaced the rune before tearing this 
wretched fool to shreds. 

"Still I must be avenged on the one who stole my last and most valuable 
rune. Cursed he shall be, with my most horrible of curses — one so terrible 
I shudder to think of it, myself." Brusquely, he pushed his way out of the 
chamber, past startled guards who moved quickly out of his path or never 
moved again, who stood staring and trembling at their master's rage. 

Into his musty library the dwarf king went, directly to an ancient 
volume of evil tomes. As morning sunlight began pouring through the window, 
he began his monotonous intoning. 


"Arachne is dead. ” 

Carlyn's jaw dropped, unbelieving. "How...?” 

"Slain by what manner of creature I pray I never find out — one of 
the dwarf king's pets." 

Horan practically radiated disappointment. “Then, you failed. . . " 

"No, Horan. Burgundy never fails. Here is your cursed rune. Use 
it well when you destroy Nolfur, for he has yet another death to atone 
for." Burgundy held out the rune, but just as the sorcerer's son grasped 
the paper, the master thief shrieked in inhuman agony. Horrified, all 
three watched as Burgundy's skin began hideously to turn itself inside out. 

The dwarf king smiled in his palace as he finished his incantation. 

If he had lost the use of his rune, at least one clever thief would never 
U3e it, either. Exhausted by the effort, the king slumped in his chair 
and fell asleep. For him, the incident was over. 
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But for Burgundy. . . . 



Burgundy ran to the 
rampart and leaped. 


Sensitive internal organs, exposed to raw air and dust for the first 
time, responded with pain. Pain . PAIN I Burgundy's skull was aflame with 
untold agonies. He shrieked idiotically, his mind blasted by the spasms 
of pain shooting through his warped frame. 

"Horan," cried Shalima, unable to watch any longer, "do something." 

Her face was pale and drawn, and she moved outside the cave to be sick. 

"This... this is magic more powerful than I could dream of," sputtered 
Horan. "X can only do this one mercy. " Horan removed his sword from its 
scabbard and thrust its tip through Burgundy's exposed, beating, bleeding 
heart. Blood spurted wildly, and Horan thrust again and again, trying to 
kill his former teacher quickly. . .but Burgundy fell slowly, painfully, 
all the while, as if some malignant force were trying to keep him alive, 
to live in horror and pain, to suffer in madness. 

Eventually, Burgundy lay dead. 

Carlyn spoke softly. "You might have used the rune to save him." 

Horan shook his head. "It doesn't matter. He would have been insane, 
anyway. “ 

“Not if the rune is as powerful as you say it is. It could've done 
anything. ” 

Horan wiped the blood from his blade. "I didn't think of it. Besides, 
the rune must be used to destroy Nolfur, and that is worth any man's life." 

Shalima had reentered the cave, weakly, sitting down at the entrance. 

"Even Burgundy's? Even the man who taught you all you know?" 

"It couldn't be helped, damn youl" Horan tossed a jade paperweight 
at Carlyn, but missed. 

Shalima looked up. “I heard you outside," she said. "Is it true, 
Horan? Could you have saved Burgundy?" 

"Oh, shut upl I don't need your bitchingl Both of you, get out! I 
must study my father's books, and cannot be disturbed. Somewhere there 
must be a clue to Nolfur' s whereabouts. Nodrog said I would kill him, 
and I will! I must!" 

Shalima stared at Horan in disbelieving horror. There was something 
frightening in the fanatical tone his voice had that she did not recognize 
as belonging to the man who wept at hi3 friend’s death, so long ago in 
Tahadon. This was not the man she had ridden with, slept with, made love 
to in the months since that tragedy. This was some unknown, inhuman monster. 

Horan ran his finger along the shelves in his wizard-father's library. 

"I must summon Nodrog," he said to no one in particular. "He'll know 
where Nolfur is hiding. " 

Selecting a volume, Horan turned to the great reading table and noticed 
Shalima and Carlyn staring after him, numbed by his unexpected outburst. 
"Still here?" the sorcerer's son cried. "Get out! And take this bloody 
mess with you," he concluded, pointing at the hideous corpse of the master 
thief. 

They buried Burgundy. It took all day, because they had no shovels 
and Carlyn had to dig with his sword, but eventually they were able to roll 
the master thief's mutilated carcass into the shallow grave and cover it 
with a minimum of squeamishness. Burgundy's sword had fallen loose when the 
transformation started, and Carlyn used it to mark the grave. They stood 
there for a long time, hardly noticing the encroaching night until the 
half-protruding sword reflected moonlight. 

They returned to the cave. Within, a single candle cast the image of 
a man bent over a huge book, fervently turning page after page, searching. 
Although a slight breeze filled the night air, the candle did not flicker or 
waver. Carlyn and Shalima decided it would be best to stay outside. The 


18 



The master thief shrieked 
in inhuman agony. 


"Where will you go from here, Carlyn?” asked Shalima as the faint 
lieht from the cave played across her delicate features. 

"'Where can I go? Both my parents were dead of the plague when 
Burgundy took me under his wing. He was a remarkable man, that master 
thief. A remarkable man. " Carlyn’s voice trailed off into the night. 

Then, as if to end his reverie, "Where will you go?" 

"With him, I suppose,” Shalima said sadly, pointing toward the cave. 

“I also have a father's death to avenge, so we still share a common goal. 

Yet, somehow, now, vengeance doesn't seem all that Important. 1 don’t know." 

There was a silence broken only by frogs and insects, and the slight 
rustling of leaves in the last warm days of summer. Then. . . . 

"Yes?" 


"He frightens me. What he's become, it frightens me. I remember grief 
when Nolfur tricked him into slaying his best friend, and yet, today.... you 
saw his reaction to Burgundy's death. Like it was nothing. " 

“A thief expects to die someday. I suppose Horan realized that. " 

"No, Carlyn. You don't know him as X do. He told me so much of 
your master, he revered him as a second father. He would not so easily 
accept his mentor's passing. 

"He's changing, Carlyn. Every day he's changing, becoming less and 
less human with every step he takes toward his goal. 

"Carlyn," Shalima half-whispered, placing her hand on the apprentice's 
arm, "please come with us. He frightens me so terribly, yet I must travel 
with him to see my father avenged. " 

Carlyn wrapped his arms protectively around the girl, as 3he sobbed 
silently against his shoulder. Tears stained the apprentice's tunic, and 
soaked through the thin material, but he made no effort to move her. "I'll 
stay with you, " he said, when her crying had stopped. "I promise you that 
much. Until Horan destroys this wizard, and the obsession leaves him. I'll 
stay with you. After that, I guess you'll want to...." 


Impetuously. Shalima kissed him full on the lips, delicately at first. 

Together they fell back on the ground, and Carlyn 
fumbled with Shalima s flimsy garments. The girl arched her back and shifted 
position to make his task easier. Together they rolled in the soft, sweet 
grass at the mouth of the cave, finding each other again and again. 

And all through that warm late summer evening Horan studied his father's 
books, oblivious to the soundB of lovemaking in the darkness beyond. 


Oblivious or indifferent. 


** 
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Horan studied 
his father's books. 


A Bride of the Darkness 


by Mark Gelotte 


Adeline awoke with a lurch from her makeshift bed. Her eyes swelled 
with water as she let out a desperate scream, breaking the dead silence 
of the old hunting cabin. It was another nightmare that had gripped her 
during sleep. Another nightmare that fell into the same pattern as all 
the others before it. 

Slowly she crept from the bed, still shaking both from cold and the 
nightmare. Carefully she placed a log on the low fire in the fireplace 
and sat down on the floor in front of it. 

Outside the night air was growing windy and cloudy. Adeline felt 
like the character in a tale of mysteryi the old house, stormy night, and 
dark woods made the perfect settings. 

Her eyes shifted to the window and the pine trees silhouetted in 
the midnieht sky. The trees slowly changed before her drifting gaze. 

Their vague forms shifted into what she feared most. She saw her mother 
and father again grotesquely sprawled upon the floor and their livid feature 
spaced by the thin red streams of liquid sprouting from their punctured 


Adeline jerked back into consciousness as she realized what she 
was doing. She had come to the cabin to forget what had happened. 

Whatever "thing" that had been terrorizing her town and had killed her 
parents would surely have been captured and destroyed by the time she 
felt she should return. She reflected her own once-close touch with death. 
Only scar3 were left now, which her hand unknowingly caressed. She 
shuddered as her fingers pulled away from the healed neck. How she wished 
her parents could have lived in the same way she had. 

The room filled with a soft light. Adeline picked herself up and 
went to the window. She saw the black forest before her. A forest 
which filled her body with an uneasiness i undescribable yet present. 

It sent a shiver racing up her spine. She looked up at the illumination 
sifting down through the wandering storm clouds. It came from the silver 
slow of the full moon. 

Only when she turned back to the fire did she feel the aching 
tiredness in her body. She gave a last check of the burning embers and 
trudged back to the cot. Her eyes fell closed the moment her body 
slipped into the soft covers. 

The moon's illuminations played little dances across her facei 
pulsating as the storm clouds swelled. Adeline was not awake to see the 
two sharp ivory teeth break through her parting lips. 
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Darrell Schweitzer 


Remember INTERNATIONAL SCIENCE FICTION? ISF was a 
short lived {two issues) prozine once published as a 
companion to GALAXY and IF. It was supposed to present 
the best in translations and new stories of Science 
Fiction from non-English speaking countries. There wer« 
a few exceptions, such as a couple British stories and 
one or two from Esperanto journals, but for the most 
part ISF was a showcase of non-English SF. 

It wasn't a very impressive showing. Some of the 
Russian stories were halfway decent and I remember a 
fine van Vogt imitation by Walter Ersting (German), but 
the magazine simply could not get stories of sufficient 
quality to match what readers expected. Consequently 
the magazine, which never achieved a regular publishing 
schedule, collapsed. Foreign SF simply couldn't hold a 
British. 



:ar.dle to American- 


The failure of ISF wasn't the only evidence of this, either, for 
with the exception of Jules Verne there simply hasn't been a widely 
circulated and influential SF writer from a non-English speaking country. 
SF has been a solely English language phenomenon, and stories in other 
languages usually were pale imitations. The few good ones with original 
ideas and treatments were rare indeed. I remember when AMAZING claimed 
to have published the first Russian SF story ever to be translated into 
English. This wasn't the case, as there had been another in the same 
magazine years earlier, but the point is obvious. 

No SF writer of importance has come from the non-English countries, 
and no tradition has developed from them. They simply have made no 
noteworthy contribution to the field. 

Until now. One man has changed all that, single-handedly making 
foreign SF worth watching. He is the pillar of SF in the communist 
world, and perhaps one of the three or four top SF writers on the entire 
planet. 

His name is Stanislaw Lem. 

Lem is a Pole, and has had 18 or more books of SF published in 
Polish, with reprints in Russian, German. Japanese, French, Italian and 
other languages. Sales have run into the millions, with 2.7 million in 
the USSR alone. I don't believe any western SF writer has ever been that 


Lem is an immensely educated man and a great scholar, author of many 
books and articles on literature and science, most notably Summa Technologiae . 
He seems to be just the kind of first-rate mind this and every other field 
so badly needs. 

Oddly enough, very little of his work has ever appeared in English. 

Prior to the recent publication of Solaris (Walker $4.95), Lem has only 
been available to the English reader in “a mangled story in an old 
anthology," according to Darko Suvini a short story in the first issue of 
VISION OF TOMORROW! and four stories in Other Worlds Other Seas , an anthology 
of SF from socialist countries. 


These shorts showed Lem to be a competent writer who produced polished 
but sadly minor stories dealing with interesting ideas in a rather shallow 
manner. Certainly they did not show the SF colossus that Lem really is. 


He is a novelist, and only with the appearance of Solaris has the 
English reading public been able to see what he can really do. The book 
has tremendous power, despite being Lem twice removed (it is a translation 
of a French translation of the Polish original). According to a quote 
provided by his agent, Franz Rottensteiner, Lem considers the Polish to 
French translation to be rather poor, and the French to English quite good, 


way to tell what kind of a stylist Lem is. Certain 
do not come out in translation, and this one has probably 



lost more than most. Solaris 
is sometimes rough going because 
of wordiness, clumsiness of 
language, and the like. But 
this is to be blamed on the' 
translators. The only writing 
flaw Lem shows is a tendency 
to lecture. This is in part 
unavoidable, because there 
simply is no other way to 
convey large amounts of 
information quickly unless 
characters ask each other 
stupid questions like they 
used to in old-time American 
SP. Lem's protagonist goes 
to the library and reads a 
book. The lectures are 
indeed interesting but while 
they are going on the story 
is brought to a complete 
stop. And sometimes he 
uses this device simply to 
fill in background of the 
history of the exploration 
of the planet Solaris, and 
seems to convey too much, 
often things which have 
little relevance to the 
novel proper. 

Also Lem sometimes fails 
to give a sense of a future 
setting. For example, his 
space station (actually a 
large hovercraft which usually 
stays in one place) has doors 
with glass in the windows instead 
of hatches. Occasionally the 
20th century imagery gets a bit 
annoying. 

Critics, myself included, have 
a tendency to nitpick. With all nits 
picked, we can now get to the heart of 
the matter i Solaris. 

Lem has a background in western 
SFi he has read enough so one won't find him 
duplicating hopelessly worn ideas, but he is not really 
a part of western tradition and this is one of his strongest virtues. He 
has not absorbed the standard attitudes and philosophies of western SF. 

John Campbell, the most important single person in the history of modern 
science fiction, injected into most of the major writers certain ideas which 
have become so deeply ingrained in American tradition that they threaten to 
become dogma. The new wave tried to do away with these ideas, but got lost 
in literary pretentiousness and collapsed thru paucity of imagination and 
general lack of talent, so they remain. One of the most prevalent of them 
is the idea that man, thru reason, can master any problem, conquer any 
obstacle, if he has the proper resources and applies himself in a truly 
scientific manner. 


of the novel k 


ma.ioi 


Man has gone out to explore other worlds 
and other civilisations without having explored his 
own labyrinth of dark passages and secret chambers, 
without finding what lies behind doorways that he 
himself has sealed. 

(p. 157) 


able 


> master anythin? 
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The basic phenomenon of Solaris is a vast ocean which encompasses an 
entire planet. It is alive, a vast fluid brain whose thought processes 
are completely beyond human understanding. The contact striven for by 
men over the years is impossible. The "living ocean" is simply too alien. 


Solaris is, in this sense, a shocking novel. It goes against the 
Campbell tradition by showing something which mankind simply cannot master, 
because he is human. The ocean of Solaris has the ability to read the 
minds of the scientists stationed there, and from them produce replicas of 
persons from each man's past. In each case it is someone around which the 
person's deepest guilt feelings are centered, and it offers them a chance 
to live again and make right personal relationships which they have botched 
in the past. The phenomenon also serves to haunt them, as they find 
themselves confronted with the things hidden behind the "sealed doorways" 
of the mind that were never understood and simply shut off in hopes that 
they might go away. One scientist kills himself, and the other three go 
into isolation from each other, not working together in a rational, 
scientific manner, but hiding their secrets from each other (Kelvin, the 
protagonist, never does see the "companions" of his two comrades, even 
though these creatures are incapable of remaining away from their source) 
and communicating only during very short visits and over the videophones, 
at which time they keep these creatures hidden, Complications arise as the 
companions show human traits and emotions, and even self-sacrifice, and 
become more independent from the ocean, and Kelvin accepts his as a separate 
person, not his dead wife, and starts becoming emotionally attached to her. 
Although a means is eventually found to destroy the creatures (against 
Kelvin's will), no real understanding of the ocean and its motives is ever 
achieved, no final solution ever found. 


None will be, either, for Lera realizes that all science does is open 
up new mysteries. In the lecture on the history of solaristics (the 
separate branch of science devoted to trying to understand Solaris) Lem 
shows how men in their inability to cope with the ocean have become more 
and more mystical and religious in their theories and studies. "Holy 
Contact" becomes a goal fanatically sought. But it is through the short- 
comings of human nature, especially those that would invent and apply 
"ultimate solutions" to things and invent mythologies when frustrated, 
that a real understanding of Solaris never may be possible. At the end 
Kelvin comes up with the idea of the "imperfect god" which simply exists 
and doesn't rule the universe or anything as the gods of myth do, but 
does have the essence of the divine in its awesomenes3 and incomprehensibility. 
The impression left to the reader is that this too is but the creation of 
a human intellect. It may enable Kelvin to live with the fact of the 
ocean's nature, but it will not help him to understand it. The ocean of 
Solaris becomes a gigantic mirror in which man, self confident in his rush 
to conquer the universe, sees a reflection of himself and doesn't like what 
he see3. Humanity has a skeleton in its collective closet, and has made 
the grievous tactical blunder of proceeding on to master the universe 
without mastering its own minds. 


Solaris is a powerful piece of work, both Intellectually and 
«otionally. It fulfills all the potential that Science Fiction has ever 
'own. It probes deeply into the human mind, yet never fails to maintain 
i awareness of man's relationship with the cosmos around him. Brilliant 
! an understatement. 


Lem's position in modem SP is now to be reckoned with. No longer is 
3? a purely western, British-American thing, for Poland has contributed a 
writer who may turn out to be the new Wells. 


I can only suggest that some enterprising publisher (Walker?) bring 
out more of Lem's works. There is a bibliography in the back of Solaris 
that sounds quite promising. If Lem can completely uproot our conception 
of man and his relationship to the universe, and stand all western SF 
tradition upside down in the course of one 204 page novel, one wonders 
what he does in the rest of his work. 
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ROBERT WEINBERG 



arching for 


the 


Sooner or later, if you like fantasy and supernatural fiction, you 
are going to discover that Kothar, Conan, and Lin Carter are not enough. 
Sword and sorcery is rarely satisfying after a few books. The Ballantine 
Adult Pantasy Line has grown rather tedious, and many of the books have an 
unfortunate sameness. Lin Carter is constantly looking for rare novels 
of fantasy, but his interest in imaginary lands and settings has severely 
limited the scope of the Pantasy series. Where to find worthwhile fantasy? 

The purpose of this column is to point out some fantastic/supernatural 
stories that are not as well known or as easy to find as the paperback 
reprints that have flooded the bookstores. I am not going to review stories 
that are worth reading but impossible to obtain. Instead, I want to point 
out bargains that might be overlooked by the average fantasy fan. 

In the late thirties, Wright and Brown Ltd. of London published a 
series of eight novels in hardcover by “Jack Mann. “ The real author of 
these stories was English author E. Charles Vivian of whom very little is 
known (except that he has been dead for some time). The eight books are 
all about a fictional detective, Gregory Gordon Green, nicknamed "Gees.“ 
Unfortunately for most fantasy fans, the books were cheaply made and are 
almost impossible to obtain at any price these days. 

A number of the "Gees" stories are supernatural mysteries of the finest 
type. Vivian was a typical English author and his stories are not fast 
moving. Instead, his novels are filled with real people and lavish detail. 
In one of the novels, by the time 100 pages have gone by, both the reader 
and hero know exactly what the menace is, but it is not till more than 150 
pages more that the creatures are destroyed. Some people will definitely 
find such stuff too slow paced and the “Gees" novels are not recommended 
for them. However, if you relish fine writing, good characterization, and 
a steady mounting of tension and suspense, then the "Jack Mann" novels are 
for you. 

As stated above, the Wright and Brown Ltd. hardcovers are difficult 
to obtain and as expensive as hell. However, four of the best "Gees" 
novels are easily available to the ambitious collector. 

Just recently, Bookfinger (Box 487, Peter Stuyvesant Station, N.Y., 

N.Y. 10009) a small edition publisher dealing mainly in Sax Rohmer titles, 
has reprinted one of the best "Gees" novels. Grey Shapes . The book is 
an attractive volume and sells for $5.00. it is nearly 300 pages long. 
Strange goings-on concerning the “old dead" and other supernatural beings, 
woven into a satisfying blend of mystery and fantasy, make this one of 
the best novels of its type. If the Jack Mann series sounds interesting, 
this is probably the one to buy to see how you like the series. 

Famous Fantastic Mysteries reprinted another "Gees" novel in its June 
1952 issue, Her Wavs Are Death . This issue can be obtained from one of the 
Used-Magazine dealers in the field, costing probably no more than $1.00. 
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A. Merritt's Fantasy Magazine reprinted The Ninth Life in its April 
1950 issue. This magazine also can be obtained from the same sources as 
above, at probably the approximate same price. 

A fourth "Gees" novel might prove to be somewhat more difficult to 
obtain. In 1939, Argosy published two of the Gees novels. The Ninth Life 
was reprinted in the A. Merritt Magazine, but the other story. The Maker of 
Shadows , has never been reprinted in the United States after this initial 
appearance. 

The Maker of Shadows is probably the best of the Gees stories and is 
one of the best fantasy novels ever written. It is filled with fantastic 
lore with a believeable and menacing villian. To Quote the blurb for the 
first part of the serial! 

"In a remote corner of Scotland presides a spirit 
of evil more ancient than time, of mysteries more 
subtle than the secret of life and death. Shadows 
throb with the whispers of the undead, and the fog 
calls in calls in an unknown voice. And in their midst is 
Gamel MacMom, who spins archaic webs to trap the 
souls of the living. . . " 

The five part serial also featured interior illustrations by Virgil 
Finlay (some of his finest work was being done for Argosy at this time). 
Belarski contributed one of his best covers for the first section. 

Contrary to what one might think, getting all five parts of this 
novel is not that difficult. I obtained the five parts for 40^ each from 
a used magazine dealer. Most issues of Argosy when available from this 
period cost around 5<# each. The serial appeared in five issues of Argosy 
from Dec. 9, 1939 to Jan. 6, 1940. An interested collector should not have 
too hard a time finding them. 

Bookfinger promises a hardcover of Gees' First Case in the near future. 
While that volume is not fantasy, it does provide a good introduction to 
the character and the rest of the series. An edition of The Ninth Life 
is also planned. 



SEA HORSE IN THE SKY, by Edmund Cooper, Putnam, Book Club Edition 

In 1964, Edmund Cooper wrote a novel intitled "Transit," in which a 
?roup of Terrans were snatched up, "Twilight Zone"-fashion, and deposited 
in an alien environment as guinea pig3 in an experiment conducted by a 
super-advanced alien race. The group was held together by a somewhat 
pedantic 35-year-old English failure named Richard Avery, and ultimately 
won all trials and tribulations. It was a rather good novel, and apparently 
Cooper thought so, too, because with “Sea Horse in the Sky" he has employed 
many of the same elements again. Avery is a few years older now, and 
ooper names him Russell Grahame, but it's precisely the same character. 

The group of Terrans is larger, and there are a number of other complications, 
but both novels have been written from the same outline. 

This is not a complaint, mind you, simply an observation. There are 
-nough dissimilar elements to make them two distinctly different stories, 
md both novels are handled well and are worth reading. It is, though, 
i curious thing that, despite some outstanding segments dealing with the 
-ontact between the Terrans and two other groups inhabiting the area in which 
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thev are stranded, I would in general rate the earlier novel as the 
better of the two. One major reason for this is the quality of the 
characterization. In “Transit," Cooper had only four real characters 
with whom to work, a quartet of Terrans sharing a Robinson Crusoe- type 
existence on an island beneath a strange sun. "Sea Horse in the Sky" has 
sixteen Terrans, plus several well-defined individuals from other worlds, 
which presents an awfully lot more ambitious field for character development, 
especially in a novel that is under 60,000 words. Inevitably, most of those 
sixteen Terrans are pasteboard cut-outs that stand around looking decorative 
and are arbitrarily moved from place to plat 
surprising that Cooper achieves as much as ) 

Grahame/Avery is a believeable individual, i 
Terrans, and the three principal alien char. 

Cooper is an excellent writer, and thii 
terms of smoothness and pacing through most 
fuzz around the edges toward the end, but ni 
damaging it as a novel. There are a couple 
the fact the planet on which the — ■“ — 
i-thirds Earth gravity. 


with characterizationi 
a couple of the other 


book i 


story, this fact — 
the characters. Still, while it 
as Cooper's major novel 
is weli worth reading. 


s extremely strong in 
length. It begins to 
the extent of seriously 
lying points, such as 
i is supposed to hi 
after being mentioned once, very early 


the 


slightest effect on the physical activity of 
• i exceedingly good as "Transit" or 
Twelve," "Sea Horse in the Sky” 


—Ted Pauls 


NINE PRINCES IN AMBER, by Roger Zelazny, Doubleday, 1970, $4.50, 188 pp. 

I once thought that Zelazny was just another fast-talking yarnspinner, 
because he was easy and very rapid to read. I'm afraid that was more the 
earmark of my reading immaturity than Zelazny's lack of skill ■ the very 
fact that Zelazny goes down like a smooth drink reveals his sorcerer's spark 
for banishing all the clumsy scaffolds and stageprops of writing with an 
airy wave of the pen— and keep the finely distilled goldflakes behind. He 
is God's centennial gift, that ruthless Hemingway who can pick up a sheaf 
of storytelling and cut and cut and cut and cut until all that is left is 
a mountain of shorn leafage— and a paragraph of poetry. And that’s the 
word I'm groping for — poet, and it wears well on Zelazny. Yeah, I know 
that we hang that medallion on anybody who slaps together a few inane 
adjectives without the dignity of punctuactiom but I tell you that poetry 
belongs to those bards who strum with sharp, gemlike precision and forest- 
rain beauty. 


So Zelazny is a dreaming poet — pei 
the rub... for if he is a superior poet 
by many relatively inferior readers, 
(like me), then how shall wi 
as wb don't fully appreciati 
istimating him anyway 


tether where we are as excellent readers 
disappointed at his finitenes3 a 
You never know, Roger. 


3 even a superior one. Aye, there' 
i it follows that he is digested 
Lf those readers are inferior 
fully appreciate Zelazny? And as long 
we are underestimating him. ..we may end 
do reach the end of the 


him t 




You're safe this time, though. To date I have read 4 Zelazny novels i 
of that quartet NINE PRINCES is by far the worst. It is also an excellent 
book, and an open joy to readi the hero is lovable and the action 
breathless. Because most of us malcontents can be content with that, 1 
guess we'll have to leave the torches in the station for another day. 


The beginning will drive yo 
and, surprises of surprises, has 
total loss of memory and his goo 
sanitorium in the time it would 
on the hero treks in the approve 


u up the ■ 
amnesia, 
d leg, he 
take most 
d Ben Gaz 


•all. Hero wake3 up in hospital 
Ain't that original? Having 
naturally breaks out of 
of us to adjust our socks. And 
Lara fashion, friend to no man, 


I don't know about you, but after that first baker's dozen of pages 1 
nearly threw up in the dough. "Could it be," I asked myself between spasms, 
"that the Golden Boy has failed?" A relevant question, you'll agree. 
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Fortunately, the spluttered start turns out to be a sham designed to 
scare away tentative mainstream skinnydippers of sf. After the initial 
sacrifice (which, as you've probably deduced, isn't written. in Z's usual 
competant style, either) Zelazny switches gears smoothly into his rightful 
eroove — the classic myth. I have it on good authority that this time it's 
centered on the Faerie legend i I really don't know, being ignorant in the 
ways of Bullfinch. But should the Good Lord ever decide to^redo this planet 
I suggest that he take tutoring lessons from Zelazny i for NINE PRINCES is a 
creative act of a remarkable order. Zelazny takes the dice of luck and 
likelihood and rolls them with cool calculation, using whatever comes up as 
the plot. That may seem to be the heart of anarchy, but it's perfectly 
cricket to science fantasy i the natural laws do exist, but they can be 
usurped by the reckless forces of unreason— a situation that, in the 
fingers of a skillful writer, can greatly heighten the fever. 

Roger Zelazny is a skillful writer. 


So rather than being a mishmash of polar bears and South Sea islands, 
or a tedious equation whose very soul is predictability, NINE PRINCES is a 
reasonable and exciting romp where you're never quite sure of what slugs 
you next. And altho the basic situation is spurious, Zelazny displays his 
hand rather well in keeping the hero's identity a mystery (rather well, not 
finely. I think he could have cut about 15 pages of the your-name-is-on-the- 
tip-of-my- tongue routine without undue suffering)! that builds suspense, 
too. But most important, Zelazny is aware of what he is writingi and he 
accordingly gauges his style to a reined gallop. 

Zelazny doesn't waste words, and he doesn't waste momentum, either. 
Mostly he is concerned with How To Tell The Story In 25 Perfect Words or 
Less, and usually succeeds. His literary biceps are mostly in poetry! he 
has a gift for bewitching a word to convey a mlndscene that would tax a 
lengthy sentence out of a lesser man. One iB tempted to shout Tolkein, 
but one mustn't go overboard. Someday, maybe. 


Now To Deal With You! 

fanzine reviews by KEN SCHER 

MM l/50/ ' l°/$4.00 lithographed 

Amra, Box 8243, Philadelphia, Pa. 19101 
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I find this ish slightly disappointing, presumably because the fiction 
is not the type that I really enjoy (with one ma jor Reception, and even 
that isn't as good as usual). The contents start off with the exception. 
"Two Sought Amusement," by Ken St. Andre and Terry Ballardi this time ou 
oair of weird wanderers are in Lankhmar, and come out on the short en o 
the stick... amusing, but not up to the level ^of_thei r ( previous^stories. 

this tvoe that includes the Three Laws? This one ignores them). *ny 
Did l/coverage of the Apollo XI Moonwalk Win a HUGO, ^y °oug Robillar 
is a standard ? Wor?S” Blalock is 

I SSw or retitt d.etteyiw ev.nrtMWS i*" 1 ”;*' ■ r 

of the fine i. wo 1 i Witt tte o.n.l boek review., eo.e review, oy 
Leon Taylor, and the lettercol. 

3,riSS"ett. II. 

of o^:nS r s, 1 ffi-;s.*a: = s 

meaningful they are. The stories themselves are sprinkled with prologues 

en^epilo^ieB duet^i)' at 'tte^ story 'wae'ettut? 3 

reviews' that are completely unexceptional, some poetry that is J* ir ^ i ® ood * 
J that varies from execrable to reasonable. All in all, this 

is^not too bad a tine, tho the quality (and lay-out) ttuetuate .files’ for 
The^exoellent repro is a step in the righ t diction. and the stories, for 
all of their pretension • aren't all that bad. This is not material 

crudzine"" but it has a long way to go before the quality of the material 
matches the quality of the repro. 


Due to pressing personal commitments, Ken will be unable to 
continue his fanzine reviews for Nnw To Deal With You i Next lasue. 
the column will be written by Charlie T. Smith, editor in his own right 
of a fine fanzine. Irrational. Buy a copy. 

All fan.tt.e for review ehould b. e.nt to Charlie at tt. following 
address. Star Route 2, Pequot Lakes, Minnesota 56472 . J 
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LETTERS 


Leo J. Murray, Jr. 42703 
Box 3 

Dannemora, N.Y. 12929 

As always I try to be as 
which is sent to me. I'm 


Thank you very much for the copy of 
Space 4 Time #12. I enjoyed it very much. 
I hope this loc is substantial enough so 
as to assure me receiving future issues, 
honest as I can when commenting on every zine 
only a lowly amateur reviewer. (•} 


I always enjoy Janet Fox stories. They 
punch line. 


tendency to have a 


Your own story “You Only Die Twice” is good. I never read anything 
like it before and it held my interest. I would like to read more of them. 

The Morgan Smith story is unusually good. It is only the second one 
. have read. His and yours are tops. Where does Mr. Gelotte get his 
ideas for such weird creatures? (*•) 

The "Now to Deal With Youl" section is pretty good. Fanzine reviews 
are fair. If you Pan use just a brief synopsis, which would be adequate, 
you can get 12 to a page instead of 4. (»**) 

( Your loc section is good. I like to read other people's public mail. 


/////(*) Who isn't, ultimately? I might suggest that editors send a copy 
of their fanzine to Leo to help him pass the time in prison. You're 
guaranteed a loc. (»*) Ever read "Pickman's Model’ by H. P. Lovecraft? 
(***) I prefer quality to quantity, altho I agree that in many cases a 
synopsis would suffice. However, 1*11 have this decision to Charlie T. 


Robert Coulson Just got SPACE 4 TIME # 13 , and you know 

Ht- 3 what that cover really needs? A girl in the 

Hartford City, In. .47348 foreground, running away from the house and 

looking back over her shoulder. Otherwise it 
has everything! even the lighted window. (Did you know that gothic 
romances in which the house on the cover has a light in the window sell 
better than the ones which don't? Fascinating. ) 

I'm pretty indifferent to theme issues, but then I'm pretty indifferent 
to fan fiction to begin with. (Well, to be honest, I'm not indifferent to 
iti I detest it. But that would be an impolite thing to say to the editors 
of a lan-fiction fanzine, so I mention indifference instead.) 

Nah, you don't want to gather everything you need for an editorial 
ahead of time. Nobody will write in and comment. When you make mistakes 
your readers can feel smugly superior and write in to correct them and 
usually as long as they're writing comment on other things as well, and 
you'll have a superior letter column. 

Weinberg must be moving in the wrong circles! most of my^ readers 
know who Arthur Machen was. (Among other things, a writer who wrote one 
work of fiction that was so eminently believeable that it was turned into 
a supernatural “legend" that is still believed in today, by people who 
will swear up and down that it existed before Machen wrote about it. I 
refer to "The 3owman of (tons," of course. When you can do that, you're a 
writer. ^ But I agree fully that "fandom is a great thing if you don't take 
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The Morgan Smith story was the usual fine fare expected from Weinberg. 
The narrative was a bit stiff. Weinberg’s powers of description are as 
developed as ever. 


The Well was fair prose. I don't like fan poetry as a rule. Laking 
is readable, however. The story told was a bit trite, but nice. (***) 


“How to Get to Miami" was charmingi original to a degree) with good 
characterization and a somewhat cliche but still enjoyable ending. My 
hats off to Mr. Blatz. 

The Enchanted City was boring. Period. The Pile on Steven Hill was 
quite good, Gordon. It should've been longer perhaps, to let the air of 
mystery really get you guessing before the stunning answer gets thrown at 
you. Suite good, nevertheless. Frolich's illos were excellent. 

I don't read sf that much, so Low Point X doesn't interest me too much. 
Same with Write On. 


Open Orbit was as interesting as ever. It's one of my favorite parts oi 
the zine. Gelotte's illo on page 36 was beautiful. 

What's thisl Oh God, a picture of mine in SAT. Rejoice, hurrah!! 

What size is best for full size artwork? (***») I have a cute one-page 
strip in mind. 
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///*3o do I, but offset isn't 100# perfect. (**) If you'r 
, you should be pleased with a feature I'm starting next 
irman portfolio, two or three pages an issue, because Da 
*) More about Laking later. (»»»•) g£ x 13,///// 


•Sti ^Balkar 


;ember 1°?1 


im looking for universal things in manuscripts like suffering, 
who triumph over or founder under these universal things. T 

ie particular taste and style of the writer, whether the writer 


s so prolific. 


ened 



1 whatever 


Whs 





sional 


is submitted at the right time and this comes through the agent's contacts. 



Del Walker 
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Loren MacGregor To state that fan fiction isn’t helpful 

1020 N.E. P9th is to ignore the fact that a great many of our 

Seattle, Wa. 98115 present professionals started in the fan 

market. Even if you're just writing for fun, 
it helos to improve and polish your style. Hell, any medium that works as 
a visual presentation (and all reading markets do) of necessity has to be 
somewhat improved by constant exposure. 


I intend to sell 
stories are written so 
fanzines strictly as c 
reach an appreciative 
if I let them gather d 


pro someday as wells in fact, a great deal of 
iely with that in mind. But I won't send them 
ast-offs — I'd send them because 1 think they m 
audience that way, where they definitely would 
ust in my already-stuffed files. 


Plus, as Gordon added, the possibility of some useful advice, the 
certainty of criticism, and the egoboo of seeing your name in print is a 
valuable set of lessons for any would-be writer (or artist). 


Enough of that. If you don't keep Mark Gelotte around, I will beat 
you severely around the head and shoulders, You've got a real find there, 
and it would be a 3hame to lose him. I liked his illustrations better than 
the Morgan Smith story, as a matter of fact— 1 found the sentence structure 
too choppy, the narrative in parts too wooden. The character deserves better 
than that, and it's disappointing to see him presented in any but the best 
light. 

The Well reminds me of a poem I once wrote about the end of the world. 
The first verse, as I remember, went 


Out of a darkeling murmur. 

Of voices 3teeped slowly in mummery, 

Nty thoughts seem to bid me remember 
The first waking seeds of catastrophe. 


Basically, there's no similarity between the two pieces, but 
of "The Well" gives some of the feeling that I was trying to aehie 
Unfortunately, I found it a little weak in rhythm, which is the es 
element of a prose coem. Free verse, not being able to depend on 
for its structure, must depend on fluidity of motion. 


the mood 




If all this sounds like I didn't like it, I'm giving the wrong 
impression, because I wouldn't go to such lengths unless I thought it was 
good to begin with. (*) I hope that makes some sense. 


■How to Get to Miami" is possibly the weakest story in the issue, 
though characterization is fairly. good, the writing is smooth, the descnpti 
adequate. But somehow, it just didn't excite me. (This is going to sound 
a little bit strange when I say that I thought that technically this story 
was probably the best in the issue) It interested me, but I really e""™"'* 
get into a story with a fat t> 


sad character. 


Stooker's story is an interesting fragment, as loose and disj- 
the dream he describes— which I personally feel, added immens 
story's "feel." It gave me the impression “■** " w * “ * 

cold-morning tale, trying 


t of the night's sleep. More than ' 
allowed me to picture for myself what such fin 
fine ebon hills gleamed i 


s tesserated c 


I found The File on Steven Hill very good i 
characterizations, stylizations, and plot, this 
a tight-knit, readable story. I'm kinda sorry 
now it makes a story I was working on passe, ani 
like I got the idea from you (Dracula, weak and 
driven into the Florida Everglades, where 


under-description 
loth would be like, what 
A very good little piece. 

i well, with again, good 
;ime working together for 
i read it, however, because 
I'm sure it would sound 
itarving, finally being 
attacked by a cloud of 


story. It proceeded very nicely, building up in 
«as (to me, at least) startling and unexpected — and 
idea of three separate, distinct characters from the 
the sheriff, and marginally, the professor). Also, I 
Lng added immensely to the story. 
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diagonal to the or 
), to balance the 
. little better. 

But that's minor 
bbling. 




/////(*) Unfortunately, 
you won't be seeing much 
f Laking in these pages 


He £ 


t the 


name poem to Harry Morris, 
'io ran it in Nyctalops #5 
i knowledge, and as far ai 
i Laking, I suppose, but 
iitor's. (**) No, it doei 
iginally set up for #11 — 



. This simultaneous submission was done without 
s I know without Harry's. I could pull copyright 
1 copyright S&T to protect author's rights, not 
sn't. Finish your story. (*•*) That page was 
-as you say, my sense of layout has improved since 


Ken Soher I needn't tell Bob Weinberg what I think 

1119 Mott Ave. of MOHGAN SMITH, since I've said the same 

Far Rockaway, N.Y. 11691 things every time I've seen a Smith story, 

but I've often wondered why in cases like that, 
Hi? vampire or witch or whatever it was with the stake in its heart doesn't 
P ray. After all, tho they're undead, they're also unalive for as long as 
Hie stake lasts, and I see no reason for normal decay not to take place. (*) 

I liked “The Well” very much, tho the layout was kind of annoying 
hi nee the breaks came in the middle of lines. All the same, this is the 
' ' rt of thing that Derleth tried to put out in several anthologies of 
in rror poetry, and never quite carried off. 

“How to Get to Miami” — good, but why should the ritual misfire, rather 
n un simply not work? And why wouldn't Larry get someone who knew just how 
1 ngerous the ritual was, rather than a non-believer who was likely to 
louse it up. ..as in fact he did? (*•) 

“The Enchanted City" — good for as far as it goes, but the dream ending 
1 always a disappointment. (*•») 

"File on Steven Hill"— well written, but I've seen the ideas used too 
• iny times for them to be really effective. ... if you know the gimmick, you 
can see what's coming. 

"Low Point X” — the 1967 Ace edition of the King in Yellow is, so I'm 
'old, not complete, and the new pt edition of the same name is said to have 
viite a few stories that were not included in the Ace edition. I haven't 
"oen the Blish play, but I can't help wondering if Marion Zimmer Bradley was 
"I ther affected by or had some effect on Blish, since the recounting of the 
"lay sounds somewhat like her Darkover books (-tho she recently wrote me that 
■ 'i~ uses Hastur as a good guy because that's the way that Chambers has him... 
and that it wasn't until after she had started writing the stories that way 
that she read the Lovecraft version). 

I can't agree with Charles Smith about vampires. After all, if you 
had to sleep on dirt as the vampires were reputed to do, and never took a 
bath or brushed youif teeth, you might smell and have halitosis, too. 

The eeneral layout and artwork were excellent. Good luck on #14. 
/////(*) As I understood it, they do decay, but there's always som e sort 

1 ' his former state. (**) 3ecause Larry was a schmuck. (**•'5 Now. let's be 
f iir. Right from the beginning, Rick said it was a dream. By the way, 

"I tho Ken has been forced to droc the fanzine reviews for S&T, he is still 
' -»d of the New Fanzine Appreciation Society, a group dedicated to locing 
- contributing to every fanzine they get. You can write to Ken for more 
1 formation on this.///// 
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Robert Weinberg 
71 E. 32nd 3t. 

Box 901 

Chicago ( II. 60616 


A really 

superlative issue #13- 
Definitely the best 
issue of S&T that I've 
seen. It will be hard 
individual items. 



First, the illustrations. Mark Gelotte's illos 
for the Morgan Smith stories were easily the best work 
I've ever seen done for anything I've ever had published 
in fanzines. The illos are exceptional pieces of work. 

I felt that Mark captured Smith extremely well. The 
dark and sinister look of the second illo was perfectly 
in the mood I wanted to capture. Most important. Smith 
looked like Smith should look. Heavyset, bearded, and 
with more than a trace of the sinister in his face and 
eyes. If I do send you any more Smith stories they 
would be on the one condition that Mark do the illos. 

The other illos in t 
the whole, with Gelotte's 
is some artist. 

As to the stories. They Drink Blood was written 
more for the mood than most of the other Smith stories. 
On rereading, I saw some spots I think I probably would 
have revised, but on the whole, I thought it was okay. 
The Well was nicely done. 

How to Get to Miami and The Enchanted City I found 
both boring. Neither conveyed very much of anything. 

On EC, I felt that the author was trying to imitate 
Dunsany and failing. You need more length and a lot 
more atmosphere. HTGTM was just dull. 

Your own story. The Fill 
was best in the issue. Good 
The only fault was that you 
need for that bug 
fears are those wi 
are best when just something lurking in the darkness. 

The tape was enough. I would have left off the four Is 
paragraphs, or rewritten them to end the story on a 
slightly more ambiguous note. Whatever, it was a fine 


m Steven Hill, I thought 
■ildup and nice idea. 

-re guilty of overkill. No 
amber. (*) The most monstrous of 
Lovecraft" 


Darrell Schweitzer should read more of Chambers. I've been collecting 
him for yearB. TKIY is no true indication of the man's talent as a writer. 
Hi3 fantastic fiction is probably the poorest plotted of his works. Chambers 
was a very popular author during the early part of this century. His histori 
fiction about New York State during the Revolutionary War are vivid novels, 
tho the romances in them are somewhat tame for our freer morality. Still, 
Chambers was a much more accomplished writer than any of the other great writ 
of horror, and his characters do talk like people. Too bad Lovecraft never 


/////(*) 1 was afraid of that, but I felt the story needed some kind of a 
shock ending. Since I've written that, tho, I've read a lot more e-t horror 
fiction and revised my thoughts on the matter.///// 

Darrell Schweitzer 2HAS 9 contains, "A Knight For Kerytha,” 

113 GeeDdale Rd. a Dilvish story by Roger Zelazny (sequel to 

Strafford, Pa. 190B7 “The Bells of Shoredan”), a Zelazny poem, plus 

a bibliography of his fan and pro work. Also 
"Dangerous Revisions" by Gordon Linzneq (*) a column by 3ob Sabella, "Thru 
Slime 4 Space with Grundul Flatfoot" by Artemis Vreeb, plus Paul Ganley, 
Janet Fox, Nick Shears and others. Cover by Mike Archibald. 

Cost is 30/ thru the mail, 2 5>t in person, subs VijSl.OO thru the mail, 
5/S1.00 if it doesn't have to be mailed. 

CRA3 10 will feature "Ky New Ending To aosemarv's Baby " an article by 
Ray Bradbury, plus Sabella’s column, -tori'S by ’ike Archibald, Lisa Tuttle, 
Paul Ganley', another reprint from oldtime fanzines, and more. 

1 is the current tssue, ID should be out m a .ew month... ( 



/////(*) That I'll have to see to believe. Darrell and 1 have an understanding 

— we hold each other's contributions until one of us forgets about it then 

it gets printed. (**) I promised Darrell a plug, in exchange for a plug 
for my zine, which explains this letter— somewhat.///// 


Sheryl Birkhead I wanted to say a little more to you 

23629 Woodfield Hd. about SIT. I haven't really seen all that 

Gaithersburg, Md. 20760 many fanzines and most of them are devoted to 

fan-type material (as opposed to a sincere 
attempt to mature from a "fan" writer to a pro). Since I am interested in 
becoming a writer, I was very pleased with the quality of the fan fiction 
in SIT — it shows growth in many stages, from the groping neophyte to an 
almost pro style. 

Most fanzine readers read to be entertained — not work at it--and there- 
fore I doubt that your zine will ever be starred or asterisked as the ONE 
to buy, but it's doing something more than entertaining. I remember many 
times when I've been enthusiastic about something I've written or would 
like to write only to be pulled up short. Family and friends do try, but 
they really can't criticize so you're stuck in neutral. 


If egoboo is what you need then accept my "criticism." I only hope 
more of your contributors make it into the pro ranks. 
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